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Summary: Sirens are forbidden to exist in Prince Taichi ' s kingdom. He 
barely even thinks of them. So when a mysterious stranger with a 
compelling voice arrives at his twenty-first birthday party, Taichi ' s 
only desire is to get to know him better, no matter the 
cost . 


1 . Chapter 1 

* *Disclaimer : * * I own nothing involved in this story unless I 
invented it myself. This is written for fun, not for profit. All 
forms of feedback eagerly accepted. Concrit is loved the most, but 
everything is welcome. 

><strong>Fandom : <strong> Digimon Adventure 02 
><strong>Tit le : <strong> Broken Siren 

><strong>Romance : <strong> Taichi x Yamato/Yamato x Taichi 

><strong>Word Count : <strong> chapter: 2 , 085 | | story: 2,085 

><strong>Genre : <strong> Romance, Fantasy | |**Rated:** PG-13 

><strong>Challenge : <strong> Written for the Diversity Writing 
Challenge, J4, 7-15 chapters; New Year's Mini-Advent, fic length 
determined by dice roll (10,000-50,000 words); Valentine's Day to 
White Day Advent 2016, day #23, write a fic where everything turns 
out alright (no one said it had to start that way) ; Easter Egg Basket 
Advent, day #5, include someone almost, but not quite, dying; Word 
Count Set Boot Camp, #18, 24,999 words; TaiYama/YamaTai Week on 
Tumblr, prompt #2, bonds 

><strong>Notes : <strong> This is an AU. Things will probably be 
confusing now, but I will try to explain it all by the end. 

><strong>Summary : <strong> Sirens are forbidden to exist in Prince 
Taichi ' s kingdom. He barely even thinks of them. So when a mysterious 



stranger with a compelling voice arrives at his twenty-first birthday 
party, Taichi ' s only desire is to get to know him better, no matter 
the cost. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"What is your purpose?" One voice, dark and cold and 
commanding . <p> 

"I will seduce Prince Taichi and bring him to you when he's under my 
control." A second voice, whisper-soft, raw edges and hurt echoes, 
rusty and thick. 

"Why will you do this for me?" A hint of warning, a breath of a 
threat . 

"Because I owe you my life. Because you will give me what I want." 
Still angry, still rough, but with a wisp of pain wrapped through 
it . 

"Will you fail me?" Another edge of warning, nothing more. 

"No, master. I will not." Conviction. Complete and utter 
convict ion . 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Taichi stifled a yawn and tried his best to smile. He usually 
wasn't too bad at pretending interest, but he'd been at this party 
since just before sundown. He'd had enough already. <p> 

_I want to go to bed._ He bit back another yawn. If something didn't 
happen soon, he'd make an excuse and get out of there. 

Hikari leaned in a bit closer to him, her eyes sparking with 
enthusiasm. How she could manage this longer than he did Taichi had 
no idea. "Look over there," she murmured, her voice no higher than a 
whisper . 

For lack of anything better to do, he followed her gaze to the door, 
where someone new had just entered. That wasn't surprising in and of 
itself; people came and went all night. Royal parties were like that. 
But what did surprise him was the fact this new person had hair of 
new-minted gold -a rarity in their kingdom - and eyes of a bright 
blue that Taichi couldn't remember ever seeing. 

ExceptaC | hadn't he? Once before? 

The ring on his finger pulsed in the enchanted lighting of the 
ballroom and the thought slipped away without leaving a trace in his 
mind. He stared at the newcomer and before Hikari could say another 
word, he was on his feet and moving toward them. 

"Greetings, stranger, " he said as soon as he was close enough to the 
new arrival. "I don't think I've seen you before." 

The other turned toward him with his first words. Taichi ' s breath 
caught in his throat at his first sight of the stranger's face. Never 
before had he seen someone this _beautiful_. 



"This is my first time at a royal ball, " the stranger said, his voice 
almost too soft for Taichi to hear. Taichi listened harder, wanting 
to hear more of it already. "You can call me Yamato." 

Taichi nodded, shivers racing outward from his deepest core. "I'm - 


"Taichi. I know. The prince." Yamato ' s lips curved to a smile. "THere 
are few who wouldn't know you at your own party. Your Highness." 

Oh. Right. This was in honor of his twenty-first birthday. He hadn't 
even thought about that for half the night. But now he had something 
else to occupy his mind. He held a hand out. 

"Since it's my party, then would you care for a dance?" It wasn't at 
all the first time he'd spun around the room with a new arrival, 
though none of them had caught his attention with little more than 
being blond and a handful of soft-spoken words. 

"I wouldn't be here if I didn't," Yamato replied, a quirk to the side 
of his mouth. The longer Taichi listened to him, the easier hearing 
his voice came. The longer Taichi listened to him, the more that he 
_wanted_ to listen, and the longer he wanted Yamato to stay with 
him . 

As soon as the band noticed the prince's return to the dance floor, 
they struck up a livelier tune, something fit for a prince and yet 
another potential suitor to dance to. It didn't take very long before 
Taichi found himself comfortable enough to ask a few questions. 

The fact that Yamato answering those questions would enable him to 
hear that voice again could only be a bonus in Taichi ' s mind. 

"How far away did you come from?" 

That earned him another quirk of Yamato 's lips. "What makes you think 
I came from far away?" 

"Because I know all the nobles in the kingdom by sight or name and I 
don't recognize either of those for you," Taichi replied, making a 
bit of a face at the memory of all those boring lessons . "And I know 
most of the royal families that are close enough to get here soon and 
you're not from them, either." 

Yamato laughed and the sound struck even deeper into Taichi ' s heart 
than his voice had. He could listen to either of them forever. 

"You're right. I had to travel for weeks to get here." He leaned a 
bit closer, enough so Taichi could see the fine stitchwork on the 
scarf around his neck. "But I would've traveled ten times as far to 
see you. Your Highness." 

It wasn't at all the first time that people had said something like 
that to him in his life, let alone tonight. But it was the first time 
that Taichi thought they meant it. 

"Is that so?" He grinned, losing himself completely in those sapphire 
blue eyes and the feel of Yamato 's hands in his as they danced. Those 
weren't the hands of a warrior, that was for certain, for all that 
they retained calluses. "Why is that?" 



"Why would anyone come this way to dance with a handsome prince?" THe 
words gave a feeling of practice, but they were heartfelt all the 
same. Taichi pulled himself closer. 

"Are you going to be here for the next two nights?" ONe night of a 
ball wasn't enough for his father, not at all. No, this would last 
for another two nights, until Taichi had danced at least once with 
everyone eligible who turned up. 

In under five minutes of dancing with Yamato, he couldn't imagine 
wanting to do so with anyone else. He could see Hikari watching him 
from the sidelines and when she caught his gaze, she nodded in firm 
approval . 

"I wouldn't miss them for the world," Yamato promised. "I don't need 
to ask if you'll be here." He leaned in closer, so that only Taichi 
could hear him when he spoke. "Can we dance both nights?" 

"I'm going to spend as much time with you as I can both nights," 
Taichi promised without a hint of thought. 

Yamato 's fingers tightened against his, a spark of joy in his eyes. 

"I can hardly wait." 

Far too soon the musicians led the song to an end and Yamato stepped 
away. Not too far, for which Taichi found himself quite grateful, but 
he missed the close warmth of Yamato 's body already. 

"Something to eat?" Taichi grasped at what he wanted for himself and 
what he hoped would give him yet another excuse to spend a few more 
minutes with his unexpected guest. 

"Definitely, " Yamato agreed, falling into place beside Taichi as the 
prince led the way to the refreshments table. 

Taichi could see his father and mother looking in their direction and 
avoided catching their attention. They'd want to _meet_ Yamato and 
Taichi wasn't even close to ready to let anyone else talk to him. The 
thought of other people hearing that compelling voice, of not being 
the only one Yamato spoke to, sent chills all through him, and not of 
the good kind. He wasn't going to share. Not yet. 

So he slid around a little so his back was to them and all of his 
attention focused itself once more on Yamato. He _was_ supposed to be 
entertaining potential suitors and he'd already done something 
similar many times that evening. He could have something to himself, 
just once. 

"Did you come with anyone else?" Taichi wondered. Yamato hadn't said 
where he had come from, just that it was a long trip, and he had to 
have some kind of escort. Taichi remembered many a time when he'd 
wanted to go just out to the city and his parents refused to let him 
go on his own. 

"Of course. They're taking care of some personal business," Yamato 
shrugged as he spoke. "You'll meet them sooner or later, trust me on 
that . " 

"Your parents?" Taichi wondered if Yamato 's parents could have the 
same kind of compelling voice that Yamato himself did. THe idea of 



listening to three such voices sent his head spinning. 


Yamato's reply didn't come right away and Taichi looked closer, 
wondering what the problem was. The moment their eyes met, Yamato 
nodded, a sweet smile touching his lips. "Sure." 

Taichi wondered at the phrasing, before Yamato picked up a plate full 
of small delightful pieces of food and gave it a very careful 
examination . 


"What is this?" The simple question distracted Taichi almost at once 
from whatever he'd been thinking about. 

"Hm? Oh, those are eggrolls, " he said, gesturing to a couple of 
pieces. "And that's sushi right there. Don't you have that where 
you're from?" 


"We're too far from the ocean to have much seafood. I'm a little more 
used to roasts or pork." 


Taichi ' s eyes rounded. "You know, I don't think I can remember having 
pork. _Ever_. " He remembered hearing about it but not tasting 
it . 


"If you come visit me, then you can have all you want," Yamato 
promised, that spark gleaming bright in his eyes. 

"You mean it?" Taichi almost couldn't believe how good his evening 
could turn out after all. 


"I don't tell lies," Yamato said, nibbling at an eggroll. "THey're 
boring, anyway." 

Lying was boring? Taichi hadn't thought of it like that, but now he 
saw it Yamato's way. Boring and way too difficult to keep up with. 
Who ' d even want to bother with it? 


Taichi couldn't have said how long they talked or what it was they 
talked about. None of it seemed to matter in the slightest, not 
compared to the fact he talked to Yamato at all. They spun out for 
another turn on the floor, the only time that Taichi gave someone a 
second dance all that evening. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Who is that?" The Queen tried to get a better look at who her 
son danced with but their movement and the amount of people also out 
on the dance floor made that far more difficult than she 
liked . <p> 

"I can't tell," her husband answered, not paying that much attention. 
It was just as well that his son was making efforts to make 
connections of any kind tonight, and he'd better keep it up on the 
next two nights. Exactly who those connections were with he didn't 
care. There wasn't anyone here who would be a bad match in any sense 
of the word. "What do they look like?" 

She moved her head, peering around in an attempt to get a better 
look. "All I can be sure of is that they're blond. They must be from 
very far away." 



The king's head came up at once. "Blond? With blue eyes?" 

"I can't tell. Why?" 

He laid a hand on her arm. "Don't you remember? Five years 
agoa€ i " 

The queen paled at those words alone, fingers tightening into a 
terrified clutch. "But he'sa€| it can't be!" 

The king pressed his lips together, now casting his own eyes over the 
ballroom. "It shouldn't be. But we must make certain." They'd done 
too much five years earlier to let this happen again, and the foul 
creature _had_ had a brother who looked similar to him. 

The throng of people parted just enough for the king and queen to see 
their son standing on the edge of the dance floor, one hand raised in 
farewell to someone out of sight. The king refused to swear, but if 
he'd been a lesser man, he would have. 

"We'll speak to him," the queen reassured him, laying one hand on his 
arm to calm him. "He needs to know there's a chance of such a thing 
happening again." 

The king shook his head. "No. No, he doesn't. That's the last thing 
he needs to know right now. Or at all." His eyes hardened. "Whoever 
it is, they must not return to the palace. Not tomorrow and not ever 
again . " 

Taichi would be furious, but the king wouldn't back down. His son's 
life could depend on it, and for that, he would do anything. 

He didn't need to see who the mystery guest was. The blond hair and 
the way Taichi was so drawn to them after only a few moments said 
more than enough. 

The siren had returned from the dead. 

* * To Be Continued** 

**Note:** Thank you for reading and I hope that you enjoyed the 
chapter. Please let me know what you thought of it if at all 
possible . 


2 . Chapter 2 

* *Disclaimer : * * I own nothing involved in this story unless I 
invented it myself. This is written for fun, not for profit. All 
forms of feedback eagerly accepted. Concrit is loved the most, but 
everything is welcome. 
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><strong>Notes : <strong> This is an AU. Things will probably be 
confusing now, but I will try to explain it all by the end. 

><strong>Summary : <strong> Sirens are forbidden to exist in Prince 
Taichi ' s kingdom. He barely even thinks of them. So when a mysterious 
stranger with a compelling voice arrives at his twenty-first birthday 
party, Taichi ' s only desire is to get to know him better, no matter 
the cost. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Taichi rolled over, lifted his head just enough to catch sunlight 
in his eyes, and stuffed his head under the nearest fluffy pillow 
with a heartfelt groan. <p> 

_I don't want to get up._ He knew that he would have to sooner or 
later; his parents would want a report on what he thought about the 
first night of the party. But he didn't want to get up _now_ and he 
couldn't think of any reason why he should. 

He slid one hand under the pillow to rub at his forehead, trying to 
put a few thoughts together. He wanted to go back to sleep but now 
that his eyes were open and he could feel the kiss of the sun on his 
skin, his body kept telling him he needed to get up. 

Stupid body. What did it know? 

He shifted a little more in an attempt to get more comfortable, 
letting everything slot itself into place. For the most part, he'd 
wanted to sleep through most of the party. Only after Yamato 


Taichi almost jumped out of bed, shuddering all over in the most 
pleasant of ways. Yamato burst into his thoughts like a small sun 
himself, the warm pressure of his fingers, the glitter of his eyes, 
the sound of his voiceaC i 

Oh, his voice. That voice. Angels would weep at the sound of his 
voice. Taichi wriggled, wrapping his arms around his pillow now. He 
wanted to hear it again, the sooner the better. 

_Tonight._ Yes. Yamato would be back tonight and Taichi didn't care 
for a moment who else might show up. They would spend the entire 
night together. 

Letting out a long sigh as he realized that he didn't have any more 
reason to stay in bed, he wriggled to his feet and ran one hand 
through his hair: not that it did anything. He'd lost many a comb to 
his hair. 

_What does Yamato 's hair feel like?_ It gleamed bright enough as it 



was. What would it be like to touch it? Maybe he could ask 
tonighta€ | 

A tap came on the door. "Your Highness? Are you awake? Your royal 
parents wish to see you at breakfast." 

Taichi cast a quick glance to the angle of the sunlight coming in the 
windows. _Huh . Not as late as I thought. __ Not yet noon at least, so 
still breakfast time, if a bit on the late-ish side anyway. 

"I'll be there soon," he replied to the servant, starting to scout 
around for something to wear. He could bathe later; his stomach 
demanded food, and he almost couldn't wait to let his parents know 
about Yamato. It wasn't a given yet that he wanted to ask Yamato to 
stay, to at least consider marriagea€ | but he wanted to see more of 
him. He wanted to see _him_. 

Soon enough he entered the breakfast nook, a small-ish room close to 
all four of the royal suites. Breakfast was the only meal of the day 
that they didn't spend in front of other people. His parents had 
already started eating before he came in, with a servant placing a 
plate full of food in front of Hikari, who looked up at him as he 
entered . 

"Did you have a good night?" The side of her mouth quirked up a 
little as she spoke. Taichi glowered at her for a moment before 
flopping down in his seat. 

"Yes, I did." And that was all he felt he needed to say on the 
subject . 

His parents didn't agree with that. His father leaned forward. 

"You're not to see that beast again, Taichi." 

Taichi froze in mid-motion. "Excuse me?" He'd never before heard his 
father being so adamant about something to do with the family. He 
sounded more as if he were issuing a royal command than anything 
else . 

"I said, you're not to see him again. Doing so will put your life at 
risk and I won't have it." The king drained his cup of wine and 
gestured for a refill. "I know that you feel as if that would be the 
worst fate in the world, but it's for your own good." 

Taichi ' s appetite vanished. "What are you talking about?" The warm 
mental folds of gold that dusted his thoughts since waking up began 
to ebb away. "He hasn't done anything!" 

"You're going to have to trust me on this, Taichi," the king told 
him, not meeting his eyes. "But it's for your good and that of the 
kingdom. " 

Hikari leaned forward, worry creasing her forehead. "Father? I didn't 
talk to him, but he didn't seem like a bad person." 

"He's coming back tonight," Taichi said, fingers tightening into 
fists. "You can't give me a reason why he shouldn't." He wanted a 
reason. He didn't care what it was, but unless it involved Yamato as 
some kind of murderer, then he saw no reason to listen to 
it . 



"Taichi, " his mother spoke his name as she leaned toward him. "I wish 
that we could tell you the reasons, but it's for your own good. He's 
not a good person. He's not even human." 

Taichi gave them both his best annoyed look. "So? There were four 
elven princes and three dryad princesses there last night. I think I 
saw the prince of the demon kingdom there too _and_ his consort, and 
no one's ever figured out what species _he_ is." He counted off a few 
more on his fingers. "Hikari, what about that person you were talking 
to? She wasn't completely human, was she?" 

He tried not to notice the way Hikari ' s cheeks tinged pink at that. 
"No, Miyako ' s part phoenix." 

"So being human isn't a requirement. Why is it a problem with 
Yamato?" Taichi purred to himself at the way Yamato's name tasted on 
his tongue. He wanted to say it again, to shout it as loud as he 
could, just to know what it would be like. 

"All of those are from long established kingdoms we have treaties and 
alliances with," the king replied, his voice cold and distant. "This 
_creature_ isn't like that. His kind are abominations that should not 
exist." He rose to his feet. "This isn't up for discussion. He will 
not be here tonight . " 

Taichi ' s jaw set as well. "He will be. And I'll spend all of tonight 
with him . " 

"If he dares to appear, then I'll have the guards deal with him." The 
king shook his head in absolute denial. "I know you don't understand 
and you're upset about this, but it is for your own good, and I wish 
I could explain it to you." 

"Then why don't you?" Taichi snapped, on his feet a heartbeat later. 
"Why not just tell me what's wrong instead of handing out 
orders ? " 

The king stared him in the eyes. "Knowing him is dangerous enough. 
Knowing more than you do now would make matters even worse. You 
_must_ trust me on this. Your life could be at stake here, my 
son." 

"What if I wanted to risk it?" Taichi demanded. "What if I thought he 
was worth it?" 

Both of his parents shook their heads and his father turned toward 
his mother. "It's already begun." 

"I'll send for the archmage," the queen said, shoulders slumping in 
defeat. "You were right. We should have done it last night." 

Taichi wanted to scream, to slam his fists into something, to just 
_do something_. "All you're acting like is if you don't trust him and 
you haven't even met him! Why aren't you telling me the 
truth? " 

"Because the truth would mean you'd go to him even faster, my 
prince." A new voice entered the conversation and everyone turned to 
see the archmage enter the room. No one knew if he had any name aside 



from "Archmage" or even what he looked like. His appearance changed 
every time he appeared. For all any of them knew, he might well have 
been different people who called themselves that. 

Taichi glared at the archmage, not pleased by what he heard. "So? No 
one's said anything about why that would be a bad thing." 

Today the archmage appeared as an old man, half a hand shorter than 
Taichi himself, with long white hair, and wearing a red robe. He 
shuffled closer to Taichi and rested a hand on his shoulder, staring 
into the prince's eyes. "Do you know what a siren is?" 

"Archmage - " The king spoke but the sorcerer only waved him to 
silence, awaiting Taichi ' s response. 

"Never heard of them." Taichi admitted. "What are they?" And what did 
this have to do with Yamato and why his parents flipped out at the 
idea of them spending time around one another. 

"They compel and control others with their voice alone. For time out 
of mind, it's been against the law in your kingdom for any siren to 
live. Once, long ago, a siren ensnared the king and led the land into 
a war that brought ruin to all involved, only for their own 
amusement." The archmage shook his head. "Since then, any who 
manifests the gift faces death or exile." 

Taichi shook his own head even more. "So what does this have to do 
with _Yamato_?" 

"He's a siren." The king said, his voice low and heavy. "Archmage, we 
had you help once before. Will you again? The same way?" 

"I told you then that doing so would end up costing you something in 
the long run, " the archmage replied. So far as Taichi could tell, he 
didn't seem that pleased about any of this. "Doing so again, with the 
siren so close to him already, would not help." 

For the life of him, Taichi couldn't shake the feeling that a 
thousand things were going on that he didn't know about and almost 
everyone around him did. Only the confused look on Hikari ' s face gave 
him the slightest bit of comfort. 

"It hasn't cost anything and if we keep them apart, then it won't." 
The king stepped forward. "Even if it weren't the law, the siren 
_returned from the dead_. No one can do that without evil magic of 
some kind . " 

"He did _what_?" Taichi wanted a lot more answers than he was 
getting, and ones that made some kind of sense would be best. Yamato 
wasn't dead. He couldn't be dead. He'd been too _warm_! Dead people 
weren't warm! 

He shook his head harder than before and headed for the door. "I"ll 
see you later. At the party." He couldn't imagine wanting to talk to 
his parents another moment today. Nothing they said made any sense 
and they didn't sound as if that would change any time soon. 

Yamato. Dead. Ridiculous. 


He let his thoughts slip away into warm memories of their farewell 



the night before, of how close they'd held one another, of Yamato's 
wonderful voice murmuring into his ear. He couldn't remember just 
what the blond said, but he knew it didn't matter. Seeing Yamato 
again that night _did_ matter. He had an entire day to dream about 
gazing into those blue eyes and hearing the sound of that melodic 
voice and he wasn't going to waste it on arguing with his parents. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Hikari pressed her hands together, listening to every word that 
passed between her brother and her parents. She said nothing at all; 
if they remembered she was there, they'd try to make her 
leave . <p> 

_I knew this wasn't going to go right. _ They hadn't wanted to listen 
to her five years ago, either. Better to let Taichi heal from what 
had happened then, in her opinion. They'd put it off and now he was 
falling right into the same trap that he had then. 

She slipped out of her chair once it became obvious they weren't 
going to do anything that made sense. She'd hadn't made it to the 
door before the archmage caught her eye and offered her a small 
smile. She nodded back, still not comfortable around him, and then 
stiffened . 

_Walk with caution, princess. Your brother will need you one 
day ._ 

Hikari swallowed; the voice in her mind were that of the archmage, 
though he still seemed absorbed with her parents. She darted through 
the door and headed for where she knew she'd find Miyako. She wanted 
to have a long talk with her, and the sooner the better. 

* * To Be Continued** 

**Note:** Thank you for reading and I hope that you enjoyed the 
chapter. Please let me know what you thought of it if at all 
possible . 
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~k ~k ~k 


><p>Taichi kept his attention on the door. He knew that sooner or 
later Yamato would arrive and he'd done all that he could so no one 
else would want to dance with him before the blond arrived. That 
meant a lot of dancing with the other princes and princesses, few of 
whom he was actually interested in even half as much as he was in 
Yamato . <p> 

One of them, a lovely redhead, smiled at him as they spun around the 
room, a small laugh dancing from her lips. "You're thinking about 
someone else," she said, laughter in her eyes. 

Heat flared up Taichi ' s cheeks. "No, I'm not." He didn't like lying 
but what else could he say? 

She tendered him a reproving look. "I can tell, Your Highness. Don't 
lie to yourself, even if you try to lie to other people." 

Taichi fidgeted, eyes flicking around once more to see if there was 
any sign of Yamato, and once more falling short. Would the guards 
keep him away? Could they? 

"My parents don't like him," he muttered, trying to focus on what was 
going on in front of him. "He's a siren." 

Her lips thinned, eyes darkening with worry. "I see." She kept on 
dancing. He couldn't remember her name at the moment, but he had 
troubles remembering much of anything that didn't have to do with 
Yamato. "Watch yourself, then, and be sure of his heart and yours. A 
siren has problems finding someone who can love them because they 
want to love them and not because of the siren _wanting_ them to love 
them. " 

Her words wiggled and squirmed in the back of his mind, attempting to 
fight with his every thought about Yamato. It might have had better 
chances if he hadn't caught sight of a hair of golden head sliding 
past the guards. He couldn't see their faces from here, but he didn't 
even care . 

Yamato had arrived. 

The music came to an end and his partner - Sora, he remembered her 
name now - stepped away from him, eyes following his until she saw 
Yamato, then looked back to Taichi. 

"Best of luck. Your Highness," she said, stepping out of sight. 



No sooner had she done so then Yamato moved closer to Taichi. Just 
like the night before, he wore a doublet of black velvet, trimmed 
with silver, with a matching scarf wrapped around his neck, despite 
the mid-spring warmth. Their hands wrapped around one another and 
Taichi leaned in, every part of him aching for the first sound of 
that enchanting voice. 

"I missed you today," Yamato murmured and Taichi sighed in 
rapture . 

"Same here." Taichi wrinkled his nose as they began to spin around 
the dance floor together, moving in tandem as if they'd done so their 
entire lives. "Yamatoa€|" He didn't want to stop their perfect union, 
but he had to get this out of the way. "My father and mother say that 
you're a siren." 

Yamato didn't miss a step in his dance. "I am." Taichi tilted his 
head in time to see a small smile on the other's lips. "That explains 
the extra guards." 

"Did you have any problem with them?" Taichi shot a quick glance over 
to where they stood, but couldn't see anything out of the ordinary. 
Yamato chuckled at the question. 

"Not at all." Yamato 's fingers brushed close against Taichi ' s neck. 
"I've been waiting to see you again for a long time. Nothing is going 
to keep me away from you, Taichi. _Nothing_. " 

Taichi met his eyes, confusion flickering all through him. "What do 
you mean?" Some of what his parents told him stirred up but he 
couldn't get a trip on it. Yamato 's voice and his touch sent his 
thoughts spinning off into a thousand new directions with every 
moment . 

"I'll explain it later. Now's not a good time." Yamato's voice held 
an exotic purr that soothed Taichi ' s usual annoyance. "But I will 

tell you, and soon. You can trust me on that." 

And Taichi did, without a shadow of a doubt. He kept on dancing, 
paying attention only to the feel of Yamato's arms and the sound of 

his voice as the other murmured into his ear, drinking the sweet 

echoes in as he would have the finest of wines. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sora watched the two of them spinning around the dance floor, not 
one ounce of care for anyone who wasn't each other in their eyes. She 
could see the passions and emotions flowing between them without any 
effort at all.<p> 

"They've got it bad for each other, don't they?" 

She didn't look up as she answered. "I'm surprised more people aren't 
seeing it . " 

A small laugh, tinkling and pure. "I think most of them do. At least 
the ones who aren't terrified because of the siren there." 


Sora cast a small glance to the side, where Mimi leaned against one 
of the walls, tracking the two young men with her eyes. "You're no 



more affected than I am, are you?" 


"Not at all." The dryad princess grinned, mischief lighting her warm 
brown eyes. "You know how it goes. Only humans are subject to a 
siren's power." She drummed her fingers against her lips. "So we're 
going to have to do something about Taichi to get this sorted 
out . " 

"We have other things to worry about first," Sora pointed out. "And 
they might not appreciate our interference." 

Mimi shrugged at that. "They're going to need it anyway. We can't 
just sit here and not do anything at all." 

Sora thought otherwise, but she'd learned ages ago how difficult it 
was to persuade Mimi otherwise once she'd set her mind and heart on 
something . 

"There's something else that we need to make certain of first." 

Mimi made a small curious noise. Sora kept watching the two young men 
herself, looking for any sign for what she wanted to know. 

"They tried to kill him here five years ago. He shouldn't be here 
now. Something happened and we need to know what it was." 

That got the dryad looking at her again, fingers ever-moving, now 
down to her arms. "I think we should talk to Ken and Daisuke about 
it, in that case." 

Sora could never forget that behind Mimi ' s fluttering facade there 
remained a mind of sharp steel and quick thought. If she tried, Mimi 
always had a way to remind her. 

"Did they come tonight?" She tried to find a glimpse of them 
somewhere, but nothing caught her attention. Ken could blend in when 
he wanted to, but Daisuke had never quite learned the art of 
camouflage . 

"I don't know. I'll ask around." Mimi didn't wait another moment but 
slipped away, vanishing in a few seconds. She might have turned 
invisible or just passed out of Sora's sight. Either one wouldn't 
have surprised Sora. 

"Your Highness?" She turned to see Princess Hikari there. Lady Miyako 
in human form by her side. "Princess Sora?" 

Sora inclined her head. "What can I do for you. Princess?" 

"I noticed you watching my brother," Hikari spoke, her voice dropping 
down quieter. Her hand remained wrapped around Miyako ' s at all times. 
"Can you - is there anything you can do to help him?" 

That got a bit of a raised eyebrow. "Help him?" Sora held back a 
sigh. Had Princess Hikari heard the same warnings her brother had 
about sirens and how dangerous they were? It would make sense. 

"You do know about the siren, don't you?" 

Sora offered only a small nod, letting Hikari fill in the gaps in the 



conversation with her own information. 


"I'm worried about Taichi. The siren isn't _right_. " She shook her 
head, hand still tight around Miyako ' s . "They _executed_ him. I was 
_there_, I saw it ! " 

Now this wasn't something Sora expected. "What happened?" She'd known 
about the attempted execution but to get it from a witness? 

Hikari ' s grip hardened and Miyako rested her free hand on the 
princess's shoulder. 

"Whatever happened, there's evil magic involved with that siren being 
back," Miyako said, glancing toward them. Sora didn't deny it; beings 
of magic could see some of the same things, even if not for the same 
reasons. "But I can't tell what it was." 

"Yamato was a friend of ours, " Hikari whispered, low enough now that 
Sora had to listen hard to understand what she said. "We all grew up 
together. Me and Taichi, Yamato and Takeru. But then Yamato became a 
siren, and people just did anything he wanted. Someonea€ | someone 
tried something." A flicker of rage swept her eyes and her shoulders 
stiffened. "He killed them. He told them to die and _they did_. " 

She shook her head, each word pulled out of her by strength of will 
alone. "He saved Taichi ' s life, but Father decreed he had to die, 
because he was a siren. Taichi refused to allow it. Said they'd run 
away together if he had to." 

That told Sora quite a bit that she hadn't known. It made a lot more 
sense than she wanted it to, as well. She gestured for Hikari to keep 
going . 

"Father refused to allow it. He called on the archmage." Hikari bit 
her lip and turned a bit to see her brother before looking back to 
Sora. "The archmage wiped every memory of Yamato from Taichi ' s mind. 
Then the execution happened. They cut his throat and threw his body 
into a pit." She shook her head. "I knew taking his memory was the 
wrong idea. He would've been angry. He'd _still_ be angry about that. 
But he could've _dealt_ with it. Only now he hasn't and now Yamato is 
back and it's just _all wrong_. " 

Until they could figure out the method behind Yamato 's return, Sora 
wasn't going to argue that point. She checked out the two dancing men 
one more time and this time noticed the ring gleaming on Taichi ' s 
finger . 

_That must be where the focus of the amnesia spell is._ Most spells 
like that required a form of focus to keep going past the initial 
casting. ^Breaking it won't be easy._ 

Doing it right wouldn't be a good idea even if she could. She did 
note the information away to inform Ken and Daisuke when - or if - 
the chance arose. 

"A collection of princesses!" As if the thought conjured the two of 
them, Daisuke 's bright voice chirped almost in her ear. He grinned 
his usual wide grin at them all, hands nestled on the back of his 
head. "Hey, ladies!" 



No one knew exactly _what_ Daisuke was. To mortal sight, he just 
looked like an attractive human, brilliant and enthusiastic and full 
of life. To the sight of creatures of magic, such as Sora or Mimi or 
Miyako - and Yamato as well - his aura pulsed with raw power unlike 
anything anyone in the world had ever encountered. That power wasn't 
always under his control, either. 

Ken rested one hand on Daisuke' s shoulder. Mortal sight showed him as 
a handsome young man, dark of hair and violet of eye, but the sight 
of the supernatural overlaid that with an aura of enfolding shadows 
mixed with brilliant sparkles. Prince of demons he very well was, but 
Sora knew he had a heart kinder than any in the world. 

Perhaps that was why he and Daisuke were mates. Someone needed to 
reign in Daisuke 's power and Ken alone managed that. 

"I found them!" Mimi enthused, wiggling around to where Sora could 
see her. "They were over there." She nodded her head toward an alcove 
hidden by a drape of silk. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as great 
as Daisuke' s. "Sorry for interrupting, but this is important." 

Ken inclined his head. "Of course. I watched them meet last 
night . " 

"There's something off about Yamato," Daisuke provided, a little more 
serious than usual. "I can't tell from this far away what it is, 
though . " 

"Neither can I," Ken agreed. "But it's there." 

Sora pressed her hands together, trying to put everything into some 
kind of order. It wasn't easy. A siren who had died and now walked 
again, coming for the one that he'd cared about before, who didn't 
remember him because of archmage magic and yet who remained drawn to 
him. 

"Should we speak to the king and queen?" Sora asked at last. "Is 
there anything else they might be able to tell us?" 

Hikari shook her head without hesitation, her gaze flicking from one 
of them to the other. "I don't think so. Before Yamato became a 
siren, they cared about him almost like he was their son too. If that 
wasn't a problemaC | " 

Sora nodded. But it was one and it was just one of the many things 
that needed sorting out, and soon, before something worse 
happened . 

* * To Be Continued** 

**Note:** Thank you for reading and I hope that you enjoyed the 
chapter. Please let me know what you thought of it if at all 
possible . 


End 
f ile . 



